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A NEW JACK ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE 
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A MEDIEVAL CASTLE ON A JUNGLE ISLAND ... THIS IS THE WEIRD DESTINATION OF 
UNCLE JIM FAIRFIELD'S DANGEROUS ASSIGNMENT! FOR HERE , A MURDEROUS 
FANATIC PLOTS WHOLESALE SLAUGHTER- A REPETITION OF THE CRIMES FOR 
WHICH HE HAS SEEN EXILED TO MADMAN'S ISLAND! TO THWART THE PLANS OF 
THE MAD CRIMINAL, UNCLE JIM HA5 ENLISTED THE KEEN WITS AND WHIPLIKE 
STRENGTH OF JACK ARMSTRONG ...AND JACK'S FRIEND 9ILLV FAIRFIELD. 




WHEW! HONG THE W I'D RATHER DO THIS THAN 
PLANE 18 HOT WORK!// SWI.tt BACK TO AMERICA... 
AND THAT'S WHAT WE'D HAVE 
TO DO IF THE GENERAL 
FOUND IT 



WHY PADDLE? WE \ flOJAS AND HIS 

COULD HAVE FOLLOWED J MEN COULD BACK- 
A JUNGLE PATH TO / TRACK FOOTPRINTS 
THE CASTLE) S TO THE PLAME,.. 

BOATS DON'T LEAVE 
FOOTPRINTS! 




VlGOUS, MURDEROUS PACES DRAW NEAR. ..THE 
FACES OF PROFESSIONAL KILLERS! 
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KNEW YOU WERE IN _- 






TROUBLE. ALLOW ME 3 
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ENTERTAINING YOU,.. "\j 
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NOR ARE JACK'S SUSPiCiQVE UNWARRANTED! FOR , 



WHY 00 YOU SPARE THEM 
GENERAL? YOU KNOW 
'HO THEV ARE! 



OF COURSE I THE OLDER 
ONE IS JIM FAIRFIELD — 
I'M 5URE HE HAS BEEN SENT 
TO WRECK MY PLANS TO 
RETURN TO OUR COUNTRY 




I DO NOT LKB MEDDLERS... AND I LIKE 
EVEN LESS AKtCE rt-0 -R.=S TO INTERFERE 
WITH MV P-AN.S --E ->8ES AMERICANS (YILL 
DIE... BUT Tr-Ev WiLL DE SLOWLY AND 
AMUSINGLY, NOT OuCKLV — 
AS YOU WOIU DO IT! 




IN THE HUGE BANQUET HALL OF THE GRIM CASTA 
GENERAL ROJAS SPREADS A LAVISH FEA5T . 

THIS PLANE VOU 5AV CRASHED. 
IT COULD BE VERY USEFUL TO 
A\E. I WANT IT 
VERY MUCH 




VERY GOOD, WEN: -THIS CRUDE 
VERSION OF THE BRITISH 
"DUSTBIN" WILL SET OFF ANy 
TRAPS THE AMERICANOS 
BUILD FOR US! 
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LEAVE IT TO ME, JACK — I'M THE GUV 




WITH THE SCIENTIFIC MIND!... .- 




E.ECTSIC SHOCKS? NOPE, NO WAV ] 




TO GENERATE ELECTRICITY!... A 




WET CEMENT? THERE ISN'T ANY ~T 




HERE! . . . GOTTA THINK ___J 




OF SOMETHING. JJ^^A* 
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NEITHER 010 

i... i dicnt think k^7 flcjas, mr fairfield. .. 
you could escape! /^^ and he'5 got another 
surpuise coming: __ ^ 




/ WHERf IS MV AIDE? WHV OON'T I ) 
^ GET COMMUNIQUES FROM THE _^- / 












\ ( - J?, tkA 


'ffil 








(f\ l» 1 






■WPU v \ 


I 

jjo la 




■ l^JKk 


^^^fei^^paJ^ 


\~~~~ 1 





forced backward by jack'5 expert swords - 
manship... general rojas...bvan ironic tivist 
of fate, was. killed bv t he statue of his idol, 
napoleon: " — 



(...I AM GOING TO ) ( NOT THIS TIME, J 
^-f KILL YOU! y*S Kr BUTCHER! -fjL— 
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JACK ARMS fKUAU. 



The Ship was emprr 
except for" 




THE dirty trading schooner 
with its load of ill-smelling 
copra luffed toward the shore. The 
breeze too waa coming inshore. 
3en Barry pushed his battered 
toupee onto the back of his head 
and eyed the boat. 

He'd seen many strange sights 
since he'd left the colder latitudes 
but this was the strangest. There 
was no sign of life on the schoon- 
er. Not a sound came from it. Ben 
waited, his eyes slanted against 
the assault of the tropical sun. 
Still nothing. Not a native on 
deck, not a sign of a captain. 
There waa going to be trouble, 
that was a sure thing. The reefs 
just off shore were as inviting as 
shark's teeth and just as deadly. 
Ben pushed his toe into the bulk 
of Little Bob. Bob snorted in his 
sleep and said muggily, "Huh? 
Can't you let a man take a nap? 
It's too hot to talk." 

"Wake up, Little Bob, We may 
have to help." 

Grunting and complaining, Lit- 
tle Bob rolled over and looked at 
the schooner. "She's a goner." He 
rubbed his eyes and said, "She's 
not the first one I've seen run up 
on that reef." 

"Maybe, maybe not." Ben ran 
toward a native canoe that was 
lying on its side on the beach. 
"Hurry up." 

Bob followed at a more leisure- 
ly pace. He was stout and was 
fond of pointing out that the only 
way a fat man could live in the 
tropics was by not moving at all. 
However, it it was necessary to 
move, he made it a point to move 
slowly. 

In the canoe the two men work- 
ed hard. It wasn't easy to buck 
the rolling waves that broke just 
off shore. The schooner was juat 
ahead. A rope ladder hung dis- 
consolately off the deck of the 
boat. Bob said, "Hold the canoe 



still and Til grab the ladder." 
"You're just asking for trouble, 
Ben." Bob shook his head. "I 
don't like the looks of this. For 
all we know there may have been 
a mutiny. The natives may be hid- 
ing, waiting for us to come 
aboard. Or ■ . . maybe there's dis- 
ease on board." 

"Don't be silly," Ben snapped 
as he made his way up the rope 
ladder. "She isn't flying any dis- 
tress signals." He was almost on 
a level with the deck. He called 
down. "There's probably some 
good reason for all this. Abandon 
the canoe and come on up. We 
may still be able to save the 
schooner." 

Without looking down to see If 
his friend was following, Ben 
vaulted onto the deck. The copra 
gave off a smell that was almost 
overpowering this close. 

There was no nign of violence 
on the deck. Ben looked around 
him. Not only was there no sign 
of violence, there was no sign of 
life! Bob landed noisily on the 
deck behind him. The sudden 
sound made Ben jump. 

"There's something uncanny 
about all this," Little Bob said aa 
he looked around him uneasily. 
"Did you look down the compan- 
ion way?" 

"No." Ben walked toward the 
door that lead to the hold. "1 don't 
hear a sound . . ." 

With Ben at the door, Little 
Bob at his heels, the men paused, 
ears attuned. Not a sound from 
below deck. A vagrant breeze stir- 
red a line and the sound was like 
a pistol shot. Outside of that, and 
the soft patting sound of the wa- 
ter against the hull, there waa 
aching silence. 

Ben went down the steps. Little 
Bob followed like a shadow. Ahead 
of them a single light flickered 
eerily. They looked into the fore- 



castle. Silent men sat there: Ns-**- 
tives, their brown skin shining 
as the light touched it. But . . . 
they were dead. In the center of 
the circle of dead men there waa 
a chest. A dark-brown wooden 
chest. A chisel lay nearby on the 
battered, broken chest top which 
had been wrenched from its 
hinges. 

Little Bob said, "Ben, what'a 
in the cheat?" 

"Nothing. Not a thing." 
"Whatever was in it must have 
had some connection with all this. 
Do you tiiink there was money . . . 
or treasure in the chest and that 
the men mutineered in order to 
try and get it?" Little Bob 
hazarded. 

"Could be." Ben looked thought- 
fully at the chest. "But if that's 
the case they would have killed 
the captain first . . . and if he's 
dead . . . who or what killed them ? 
There's only one white rian on a 
boat like this, the master." i 

Little Bob edged uneasily away 
from the chest. "Let's go look 
for him." 

They made their way silently 
toward the captain's quarters. 
Ben broke the silence. "I read 
about a case like this one time. A 
ship, the Marie Celeste, came into 
New York harbor. When she was 
examined there was food on the 
table, hot soup in plates that had 
never been touched . ■ . but there 
was no sign of the crew or the 
captain . . . there never was a 
solution to that! They read the 
captain's log and the last entry 
was that the voyage had been un- 
eventful." 

"Well," Little Bob said, "at 
least we found some men even 
though they are dead." 

They stared at the door In front 
of them. It was locked. Ben said, 
"I can't move the door. It seems 
to be locked on the inside!" 




"Gee . . ." Little Bob said. 
"Could the captain have gone 
mad, killed the crew somehow 
and then . . . killed himself?" 

"I don't know, there's not a 
mark on those natives. Come, 
Little Bob, let's use Bome of that 
weight you carry around with 
you." 

The two men joined forces and 
slammed their shoulders at the 
door. It creaked but held. "Once 
more," Ben said. "This time 
should do it" 

Under their combined weights 
the door gave. It held for a last 
second and then gave so suddenly 
it .catapulted both of them into 
the room. 

When they had caught their 
balance they stood stock-still. 
They had found the captain. The 
only trouble was that he too was 
dead. They bad found another 
chest too. This one was smaller 
than the one. they had found in 



the forecast^. But it too was open 
and empty , . . 

Little Bob said, "Ben, I want to 
get out of here. Come on! What- 
ever was in that chest isn't any 
more!" He looked at the port- 
holes. They were bolted on the 
inside. He said, "Ben . . . come on 
. . . don't you see? Whatever it 
was that came out of that chest 
killed the captain ■ . . and since it 
couldn't get out the porthole . . . 
or out through that locked door, 
it must still be here. It may be a 
snake ... or ... I don't know 
what. All I know is I want to get 
away from here." 

A slamming, jarring shock cut 
the words off in his throat. He 
looked wildly at Ben. "We ... we 
forgot the reef! We got so wor- 
ried about this mystery that we've 
piled on the reef!" 

With the schooner battered by 
shocks, Ben stood his ground. A 
worried frown creased his fare- 



head. He said, "The captain hasn't 
been dead long , . . not as long as 
the crew. I wonder . . ." He put 
his hand out to the mysterious 
chest. Little Bob grabbed his hand 
and tried to prevent him from 
touching, but he was too late. Ben 
said, "Cold ... the chest is very 
cold!" 

He turned and raced after Little 
Bob who was making his way to 
the deck. Three seconds later they 
dove from the rail. The schooner 
was shuddering as though every 
movement would be her last. 

In the water they swam as fast 
as they could. It was touch and go 
as to whether they could get far 
enough away from the sinking 
schooner in time ... so that the 
vessel wouldn't take them down 
with her. 

Ten minutes later they were 
on shore. Little Bob was green 
with fear. "Ben . . . what was it? 
What killed all those men? And 
why? Could it have been some 
kind of evil ghost?" 

"It was evil all right. But men's 
evil. If we hadn't gone to the 
schooner some men might have 
made a fortune. But we dan put 
a crimp in their plan when we tell 
our story to the authorities! Little 
Bob . . . the owners of that vessel 
must have insured her for more 
than she was worth. Then they put 
those two chests on board. We'll 
never know what story they told 
but it was enough to make the 
captain and the crew curious. 
They opened the chests . . , The 
crew in their crowded forecastle 
with no air . . . the captain in his 
tightly sealed cabin . . . and death 
came out and claimed them!" 

"But what could it be that killed 
without leaving a mark and then 
vanished ?" 

"I can only think of one thing 
. . . and the chest being cold tip- 
ped me off.' Dry ice . . . which is 
frozen carbon dioxide ! It dissolved 
and deprived them of oxygen anij 
so they died . . ." 

Even in the heat of tropical 
noon, Little Bob shivered. H> 
said, "They came close to getting 
away with murder. There might 
have been another sea mystery 
like the Marie Celeste to worry 
about! That is, if it hadn't been 
for you!" 



A4vtrthm**f 




m JACK AKMSTRONC. 



SPORTS CHAMPS 



ON A BIKE/ 



ALFRED LETOUR.NER 
FORMER 5IX-CWY RAC*3 S"AR 0*CE 
PEOALLED A MkE *< 33. £5 S : CC*.::<=- 

OR, AT THE RATE Cf C6.?? «Sn n* 
BICYCLE WAS 5PECA_v E ~, =ofZ *th 
A KING-SIZE SEAR As? -= *« SAZIO 
BY A RACING CAR CMR AT5J Cf 
HIGHttMY NEAR BAKE SS: £.C CA.=C*NA 




TO GET BEST RESULTS WFTH LEAST EFFORT ON 
YOUR BIKE - 1, PEDAL WITH THE BALLS OF YOUR 
FEET. ft KEEP YOUR KNEE5 IN. 3, LEAN 
SLIGHTLY FORWARD. 



BIDING DOUBLE THIS WAY WILL ALMOST SURELY 
RESULT IN DOUBLE TROUBLE SOMEDAY. AND 
REMEMBER- STAY ON THE RIGHT- H4ND SIDE 
OF THE ROAD '. 



THAT'S GREAT! HERE WE 


\ WELL, WtU W 


COME A THOUSAND MILES By 


1 BETTER GET JH 


TRAIN, BUS, AMD A SARDINE 


/ STARTED. UNCLE ISA 


CAN ON WHEELS AND WE . 


/ JIM TOLD US ~^f£k 


END UP ON CORNS AND "N 


BEFORE HE LEFT \ 


CALLUSES IN NO-MAN'S LANDJ 


\ TWO WEEKS AGCJ^M 




' TO MEET HIM IN ^Mi 
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' I THINK WE 
HAVE! THOSE DARK 
OUTLINES ARE 
BUILDINGS. I'LL 
TRY ONE OF THE 
DOORS. 




BUST it mi "*V 

PBOBABLY BE 1 WHA'D ) 


-E WD TO TEST 


* NEW METAL FOR 


UNCLE UW HAVE TO 


aongavENESS and 


COME WAY C-~ -=:j J 


*-= SALT CONTENT 
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-omaso PERFECT, 




5- _ -I SAiD THIS , 
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,*CA- OS FOR US. IB 





I'M SURE GLAD WE MET \ FAIRFIELD • 
UP WITH YOU. I'M JACK J FAIRFIELD,.. 
ARMSTRONG. MAVBE YOU / NO ONE LIKE 
KNOW JIM FAIRFIELD. -S THAT REGISTERED 
HE'S REGISTERED, AT 7 HERE. ThERe MUST 
THIS HOTEL. J BE SOME AMSTAKE! 

WE ARE THE 
ONLY SUE5TS! 




MISTAKE! I'M BEGINNING TO THINK "\ FISHERMEN HAVE 
THIS WHOLE TRIP OF OUR5 WAS A ) BEEN DISAPPEARING. 
MISTAKE! WHAT'S WRONG WITH J NATIVES THINK THE 
THIS PLACE? , — ismr-"^ SSA 15 BAD AND 

THEY'VE BEEN DESERTING 
TOMASO. 




GET AWAY, CONC-'A "0. ===3.E - v \ZsO 
WA6TCH! MUST VCJ AssCv Ev i 
YOUR TALK OF EVIL 5= 5 '5 . ■ 




IN A FLASH, JACK WAKE5 SILLY AND . . 



BECAUSE I ASKED HIM 
A PHONV QUESTION ON 
SEISMOLOGY... AMD Hi 
SAVE ME THE WROWS 
ANSWER; AND THAT 
EQUIPMENT IN HIS ROOM 
HAS NOTHING TO DO WITH 
EARTH TREMORS. 




COME WEETH ME, r KNOW 
WHERE 15 V0URMEE5TER 
FAIRFIELD. I WANTED TO 
TELL YOU BEFORE HE WAS 
AT THE HOTEL BUT 
MR. FRENNES, HE 




1SI I THI tOSS TALKINfi.MffN.nif 
ALL PRISONER* AND SURFACE ALL SUBS- 
OIL -JOB COMPLETED 




AT D»WH ,., F 








ALTHOUGH THE WAS OF 6.2 ENDED THREE YEARS LATER, PEW 
&ATTLE5 BETWEEN THfi U.S. AND CANADA OCCURRiD AFTER 
THE BEAVER DAM SKIRMISH. PEACE BETWEEN THE TWO COUN- 
TRIE9 HA6 LONG SINCE WSSEP THE CEtfTUOV MASK. 



VIC HARDY'S 
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a mystery for 
VOU to solve! 



Who Is tli* deadliest kind of a hunter? 1 suppose the tiger would 
reply thai the native who sets a Malay spear bap deserves that 
till*. Perhaps the now almost extinct bison would give credit to the 
American Indian who hunted with bow and arrow. Or the elephant 
in Africa might mention the man who never wavered as the mighty 
beast charged to his death. But a detective has a different kind of 
an answer. To him the deadliest land of a hunter is the person who 
deliberately plans and executes the death of another nan and tries 
to make it look like an accident. 

Every year I go hunting for deer with Ic-e Randells, one of the 
finest guides In this part of the country. And this particular time, 
when I felt t could leave all thought of my work behind In the city. 
Death was to be around the corner ... 






THE NEW 1949 



More beauty . . . more features . . . more value . . . than ever 
before! Striking new two-tone red, and other new color com- 
binations! New "Shooting Star" fender ornament . . . new 
"Kromegard" combination bumper and rear reflector unit. .. 
and other exclusive new features. Big, colorful Folder shows 
and describes all the new 1949 Monark models. Mail coupon 
NOW for your free copy! 

■AIL THI COUPON TODAY! 

■ Mono* SBvsr King, he, Dspt. C-10-i, 6301 W. Grand Avs-., Chicago 35, H. I 
THE SICKET CUIIS TO MONAUTS POPULARITY ARE! 
»n^l (Msnflty yew »JWHm »• H* or*sr ol IWr j— I i—i I 1 i—i i—i I 



WHY is the Monark Super Deluxe America's 
fastest selling bicycle? Find the SECRET 
CLUES to Monark's tremendous popularity 
and win a big, colorful "Air- Wing" Lapel But- 
ton that quickly clamps on your shirt, sweater 
or coat. Why do YOU want a Monark? Your 
answer to that question may include the SE- 
CRET CLUES that bring the colorful "Air- 
Wing" Lapel Button and make you a full- 
fledged member of the Nation-wide Monark 
"Air-Wing" Club. It's easy! It's fun! Why 
not do it right now! 

THIS LIST Of 

MONARK FEATURES 

MAY HELP YOU! 



shock absorbing 
I. Comfortable new "Form-Fit" saddle with 

weal her -resistant plastic-type cover 
I. New "Shooting Star" [coder ornament 
5. New "Kromegard" bumper-reflector 
s. Colorful new "Air-Wing" * 



■rimed auto-style grills 
New sjpcr-slre.imJir.ed air-Sow design 
Striking nrw coiur comb [rial ions 
New mar-proof and chip-resistant finish 
New whitcwall U. S. Royal balloon tires 
New air-style design headlight 
Latest arch-design "Motor-Bike" frame 
New built-in auto-type tank and horn 
Airline style pedal crank, and assembly 
Precision racing-type chain, sprockets 
Latest auto-style fenders, chain guard 
Triple- Plate crown tubular fork 
Reinforced frame head, crank hanger 
Electronic high frequency brazing 
Double-width fork bar. kick-up stand 
Drcoout fork ends, lock retainer ring 
A corn- style cap nuts, coaster brake 
Exclusive Fire and Theft Insurance Plan 



— 1 22. 




To Find the Name of 
the Closest Monark Dealer 

Call Wtttera Usisa sad ssk f.r 



INSIST ON A 

=j MONARK 

- JACK ARMSTRONG. 




THERE GOES ANOTHER HIT J WOW— IT'S A 

... A SINGLE FOR MILLER ! J RALLY! BROOKLYN 

KILDUFF'S PULLING UP j£L CAN STILL TAKE 

AT SECOND . ^BiL. THIS GAME ' 



NEXT BATTER WAS CLARENCE MITCHELL, 
DODGER PITCHER. ' 




^J of these 
Wonderful 
Magazines 

If you go for daring adventure stories, 
thrilling mysteries, interesting comics and 
bright ideas for things to do and make, 
there's a WHOLE YEAR OF FUN in store 
for you in these wonderful magazines - 
and you can lake your choice for ONLY $1.00! 
Treat yourself to some happy reading 
TODAY— or surprise your friends on that 
extra-special occasion. Right NOW-on 
the coupon below-check the ones you'd like 
for yourself-those you want to send to — - 
your friends-then get set for the most Ij^fi 
exciting reading ever! 
WHATEVER YOUR AGE- 
THERE'S A SPECIAL MAGAZINE FOR YOU 
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BI-MONTHLY-a it tuts $1 12 iisu« $7.'.Q 
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PARENTS' MAGAZINE PRESS, INC. JA-12. | 
260 Fourth Avenue, Now York 10, N. Y. 


7 moi. 

lyr. 




2/ r,. 




* ij.uet 




2 iisuei 


Send ciff rnirl "Ftn. ,i 1 


lyr. 








2 itiuel 


*__». , \ 



